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particularly, there was a lot of criticism of the Government, though
it was a National one, and there was considerable agitation in some
quarters in favour of conscription. All this discontent crystallised
in a by-election, when Pemberton Billing stood as an Independent
with the backing of the Daily Mail. To the amazement of everyone,
he won the seat.

As soon as it became public that another by-election was
probable, Northcliffe decided to make a second attempt to wrest a
seat from the Government, and they were lucky in the man who
was ready to stand and fight the division. Thomas Gibson Bowles
had been a popular figure in his time. His name and his face
had become familiar through cartoons in Punch for many years,
and he had his own ideas on many subjects. It can be said his
hand was against every man and he was known to be a doughty
fighter. If an unknown man like Pemberton Billing could win a
seat, Tommy Bowles should have a walk-over. However, North-
cliffe was going to leave nothing to chance, and threw into the fray
the whole force of the Press he controlled. The hoardings were
covered with Daily Mail posters, "Buy Daily Mail and vote for
Bowles," and a special edition of the Daily Mirror, then in North-
cliffe's hands, was published and distributed free to the electors.
To outsiders it did not appear that I had a ghost of a chance, and
the seat looked as good as lost to the Government before ever the
fight started. But I was young and energetic and kept to the front
the query: "Were the electors to select their own M.P. or have one
dictated to them by the Yellow Press?" and a very effective question
it was.

The party truce was on and I was supposed to have the official
support of all three parties, and so far as London headquarters
were concerned the party caucus played the game and I had no
complaint. But many local Tories did not relish the idea of swallow-
ing a Liberal, especially when they had the chance to vote for such
a breezy personality as Tommy Bowles. Things did not look too
well at one time, but one incident, a very small one, helped to turn
things in my favour.

I was advised to go and speak on market day at a small country
town which was regarded as a Tory stronghold. When I mounted
the small platform in the middle of the market the farmers deliber-
ately turned their backs on me, resenting my daring to speak to
them on their own cabbage patch, I had with me a Liberal M.P.,
Colonel Ainsworth. Anyone less like the familiar idea of a Liberal
M.P. could not be conceived. He was good-looking, wore a monocle,
was immaculately dressed in a smart overcoat with astrakhan
collar, and wore spats. He had a slight stammer and was by no
means a fluent speaker. He opened hesitatingly, "This is a great